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	Give The Man His Due

**A/N: **Movie verse! I saw the movie for the first time the other week and fell in love! This popped in my head not too long after and it wouldn't leave me until I got it down. Let me know what you think. First ever Hair! fan fiction.

**Give The Man His Due:**

By: LOSTrocker

It was getting on his nerves but Claude would endure. He had been use to such short hair he didn't know that long hair was itchy and sometimes hot. Claude couldn't help but laugh to himself. If his family saw him like this he would be hanged. No one in Kansas dare pull something like this. However, Claude didn't give a rat's ass what other people thought of him. This wasn't for them, or himself but for him.

Berger.

He couldn't believe that it had all ready been a year since the infamous stunt he pulled. Berger merely came to switch places with him for only a few minutes so Claude could spend some time with his friends and Sheila – mostly Sheila. Had he'd known that Berger wouldn't make it back he might not have gone. Berger had taken his place in Nam and died their.

Claude spent many of nights blaming himself even though Sheila and the others tried to convince him otherwise. "Shit happens," was what Woof said. "Bad shit, good shit. It all happens and we can't do anything 'bout it." Rather he was trying to be soothing to Claude or himself was anyones guess. Woof was never the same after that.

He cut his hair.

Claude did the opposite. It was a small tribute but it was the only thing he could thing of. Claude grew out his hair for a full year. Until the day of Berger's anniversary. He never really understood why people celebrated the dead. It made no sense to him. Yet, here he was doing it himself.

"Are you sure?" Jeanie asked him.

Claude nodded without a word.

"Okay."

Jeanie was use to cutting hair but she'd never been so nervous with this head of hair. The others were around him watching as each strand fell to the ground. It only took a matter of minutes before Claude's short hair was back.

Sheila gathered it up. Then tied a rubber band around it. "Here." she said.

Claude tossed on his jacket. "Do you want us to go with you?" Sheila asked him.

Hud put a hand on her shoulder. Then told Claude. "Nah, we got her man. Do you thing."

Claude went on leaving the rest of them behind. They would come join him later like they always did on this particular date. The graveyard wasn't empty. A few others were among him morning their loss. When others put flowers down or tacky trinkets he put down a head of hair.

If he'd looked closer he would've seen Berger smiling at him. "Looking good man. Looking good."

Claude said his goodbyes. Then went to see if the others had gotten there yet. He stopped short when he felt a familiar presence and went to turn back at the grave. For a split second he thought thought he saw Berger but he left it to his imagination.


End file.
